BEGINNINGS

passing a picture fell suddenly above the bed in her room
at Hampstead.

For some months before his eighteenth birthday,
he had been scanning the advertisement columns
of The Scotsman. Secretly, he had been applying for
situations all over the British Isles. Almost anything
would serve, if it would take him south and open the
prospect of repaying his womenfolk for their sacrifices,
and even perhaps of an eventual university degree.
The advertisers, however, seemed strangely indifferent
to his offers. The weeks passed and there was no reply.
At last there came an inquiry from a Bristol clergyman.
The Reverend Mordaunt Crofton, of St. Stephen's
Church, was inaugurating a Boys' and Young Men's
Guild in Queen's Square. Would Mr. James MacDonald
be good enough to send an account of his qualifications,
not forgetting to particularise his religious and political
convictions and the salary he would expect? Mr. James
MacDonald replied eagerly and at length on all these
matters, save the salary, which he preferred to leave to
Mr. Crofton's discretion. A further exchange of letters,
testimonials from the Dominie and the Minister, and
he was engaged. The portals of the mysterious and
alluring south were opening. Beyond them he felt sure
that he could descry the Promised Land. Isabella and
Anne were not perhaps so certain. But they had un-
limited confidence in Jamie, and for Jamie's sake they
stifled their doubts. The dominie gave his blessing to the
project. He quoted a wise saw from Carlyle and, with
considerable prescience, adjured his young friend above
all things to be careful of his health.

One morning in the summer of 1885 the boy
embarked, from Lossiemouth railway station, on his
great adventure. Isabella and Anne were on the platform.
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